
njecondpartof 

In foroies imaginary,th’unguy<Jec! daies, ■ 

And rotten tunes that you fhall loolce vpon. 

When I am fleeping with my aunceftors: 

For when his head- (hong riot hath no curbe, 

V Vhen rage and hot bloud are his councilors, 
YVhenmcanesand JauiFh manners mecte together 
Oh with what wings fhal his afleftions flic, 
i owards fronting peril and oppofde decay? 

•jT ar '. v >' § r ^5 lous L°rd,you looke beyond him quite, 

The prince but ftudies his companions, 1 

Like a ft range tongue wherein togaine the language; 

I IS nccyrnll that the tnoft immodeft word. 

Be lookt vpon and learnt, which onceattaind, 

I our highneUe knowes comes to no further vfe. 

But to be knowne and hated:fo,Iike groffe termes. 

The pnnee wi , m the perfecftnefle of time, 

L-altott his rollowers.and their memory 
Shall as a pattern, or a ineafure Iiue, 

By which his grace mu ft mete the liues ofother, 

1 urningpaft-euils to aduantages. 

Km Tis feldome when the bee doth leaue her comb, 
in the dead canon: who’s here, Wcftmcrland? 

Snt er Weftmerland. 

A !j i , ^ to my (cueraigne^nd new happineffe 
Added to that that I am to deliuer, FF 

Prince Iohn your fonne doth kiffe your graces hand. 

Mowbray,theBifliop,Scr 0 op e> Hafti n gs,ancl al, 

Ate bi ought to the correction ofyourlaw: 

1 here is notnow a rebels /'word vnfheathd, 
but Peace puts forth her oliue eucry where, 

T ne manner how this aftion hath bin borne, 
riere at moreleifure may your highnefle reade. 

With euery courfe in his particular. 

^ Weftmerland,thou art a fummer bird, 

V Vnich cuerin the haunch of winter fings 
I I;e lifting vp of day: looke heres morenewes, enter Harcer. 

Hare. 
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Henry the fourth » 

ffart. From enemies, heauens keep vour maiefty. 

And when they ftand again ft you .may they tall 
As thofe that I am come to tcli you or: 

The Earle Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolfe, 

With a great power of Englifh.and.of Scots, 

Are by?he ftirieueof YovkflV.re ouerthrowne, 

The manner, and true order of the fight, 

This packet, pleafe it you,containes at large, 

Ki! And wherforefhould thefe good news make me lick*. 
Will Fortune neuer come with both hands full. 

But wet her fairc words ftil in fouleft termes? 

She cither giues a ftomach,and no foode,. 

Such are the poorc in health: or eHe a fcaft, 

And takes away the ftomach,fuch arc the rich 
That haue aboundance,and eniov it not: 

I fhould reioycc now at this happy newes, 

Aud now my fight fades, and my braine is giddy, 

O me, come neare me,now I am much ill. 

Hum* Comfort your maiefty* 

Ckr * Omyroyall father! . . 

TVeft. My foueraigne Lord,cheere vp your felte, look vp. 
War, Be patient pnnccs,you do know thefe fits 
Are with his highnefle very ordinary* 

Stand from him,giue him ayre,heel ftraight be weu 
£lar, No, no, he cannot long hold out thefe pangs, 

Th inceflant care and labour of his mind, 

Hath wrought the Mure that fhould confine it in. 

So thin that life look es through* 

Hum. The peoplefeare me, for they do obferuc 
Vnfather dheires, and lothly births of nature, 

Thcfeafons change their manners, astheyeerc 
Had found fome moneths a fleepe, and leapt them ouer, 

Ckr. The riuer hath thrice flowed, no ebbe between, 

And the old folk, (Times doting chronicles,) 

Sav,it did fo a little time before 

That our great grandfire Edward,fickt and died* 

H 3 War. 




